
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



284 Journal of American Folk-Lore 



NOTES AND QUERIES 

Maryland and Virginia Folk-Lore. — The following stories, super- 
stitions, and folk-remedies were taken down just as they were related to me. 
Nos. 2 and 4 were told by a Virginia mulatto, with features strongly re- 
sembling those of an Indian. 

1. How the Colored Folk came into Existence. — Once 'pon a time ole Nick 
got lon*som' down in his dominyun, so he tho't, "I'll go hup and pay a 
visit on Arth, and see how teese dar'. So hup 'e come, en the fust thing he 
seed, wuz a' Ape. "Lo'd a mussy!" sezee, "w'at kind o' man is dis? I 
hain't got none o' dem kine down in my qua'ters," sezee, "en dat'll neber 
do 'tall." So hup 'e prances ve'y pompous-like, en sezee, "Howdy!" 
en de Ape he say nufin 'tall, den 'e keeps on a axin' un heeps o' questions; 
en de Ape he say nufin 'tall, den he keeps on wid mo' questions; and de Ape 
he say nufin 'tall agin. Den Mistah Sautin he sto'm, he sto'm, and den he 
cussed de Ape, en low en 'hold de Ape dun en dar tu'n'd to a brack man. 
En dat's how de w'ite man dun 'count fo' de niggah bein' on 'Arth. 

2. How the Colored Man obtained his Well- Known Sobriquet of " Coon." — 
Dar wuz once ar' slave-holder who 'ad five 'undred slaves, en he 'ad 'un 
he tho't heeps ub, 'hose name 'uz John; so dis yhar John, w'en he tho't dar 
wuz eny thin' his moster wanted, 'e'd teke hit en go yide hit, so 'is moster 
coodn't fin' hit, en 'is moster 'uld hunt 'round en axt de uder slaves, en dey 
cu'dn't fin' hit; den 'e'd ax John 'uld put one han' in 'is pocket, en scratch 
'is yead wid de uder han', en say, "Wait a minnite, moster, Iemme thin'!" 
den 'e'd say, " Moster, come, I think I kin tell chew rite war's 's hit. I's 
a fo'chume tellah, I is;" en he go rite en put 'is hans on hit. So he keeps 
on fee yeahs, ebry think wuz de same way; en de moster tho't he wuz suah 
nuff a fo'chume tellah. So one day de moster wuz at some kinner high 
feast or uder, dar wuz a hole lot of high fo'ks, wealthy gemums, an dey 
gotter bet' in' ; twell de moster bet twell 'e'd dun bet all 'is prop'rty, all 'is 
slaves, dat dis John ub his co'ld tell wars every think dey hid wuz, an 'e 
bet all 'e 'ad til' he didn't hab nufin 'tall lef. 

Den dese uder gemums sed dey'd git un ub dese ya'h raccoons; en de 
moster sed 'e didn't karah, dey cood get anythink dey chooze. So dey 
coutch a rac-coon, en put hit undar ar bar'l, on de lawn; den dey sent fees 
John, en 'e came; en de moster sed, "Look yar, John, I's dun bet my fo'- 
chume on chew, now. I want chew to tell usuns w'at's under dot ar bar'l 
dar;" en co'se John didn't know, kaze 'e 'adn't put hit dar hisself, en 'e'd 
al'ays hid de uder fings; so sezee, "Deed, moster Jones, John's sick, 'e 
can't tell no fo'chumes chew day." But de moster 'e 'sisted, en sed, 
"John, I wants youse chew I's bet my 'hole fo'chumes on youse" — "But, 
deed, Moster Jones, I's sick chew day, I is, en con't tell no fo'chumes chew 
day," sez John, sezee. " I know, John, but yo' must do hit," sez de moster, 
sezee. Den John keeps on a foolin' dat way, 'e duze, twell presently de 
moster say, sezee, "Ef youse don't tell me w'ats undah dat ar' bar'l, I'lls 
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make hit rite wid chew;" den John knew ef 'e didn't tell w'at wuz undah 
dat are bar'l 'is moster wud kill 'im. So 'e tho't, "John, hits all hup wid 
chew." Ub co'se he didn't know w'at's undah dat bar'l, kaze 'e didn't 
put hit dar. 

Well, de nigger 'e'd been in de 'abbit ub callin' hisse'f "coon." So 'e 
went to de bar'l, en helt 'is arms up over de bar'l, en sez, sezee, "Rite 
yhar on dis yhar bar'l youse dun got dis coon, dis day," and fell postated. 
Den dey all shouted and cheered, en de moster pick 'im up on 'is shoulders 
en rum round en round wid John, kaze 'e dun won all dat ar money fee 'im; 
an eber since dat ar day de niggar hez al'ays been called de "coon," en 
dey al'ays takes hit ez ar good-luck name, kaze it dun sabe one niggar life." * 

3. A Negro's Explanation of the Currents of Hot Air one sometimes feels 
when passing along a Country Road at Night. — This story was told me by an 
old negro rich in ghost-stories or stories of "hants," as he termed them, and 
is all I ever succeeded in recording from him. " Dis heah hot air dat yo's 
feels w'en yo's gwine along at nights," said he, "yo's felt dem habn't yo'? 
Well, daze de ole people's hants passin' long, passin' long; en ef yo' gits 
down on yo' 'nees, yo'll see dem, des a passin' rite 'long, passin' rite 'long." 

4. How Mistak Yhar's probveddat Mistah Fox uz 'isRiden Hoss. — Der uz 
two gerls, en Mistah Fox en Mistah Yhar 'uz a coatin 'uh dem. Dey 'uz 
dare two escoats; en ebry time Mistah Yha'r 'd fo chew seed de gerls, en 
Mistah Fox 'uzn't dar, dey'd keep er axin him, "Whar's Mistah Fox?" 
en tellen' him 'bout Mistah Fox, — dat Mistah Fox sez dis, en Mr. Fox sez'd 
dat. So Mistah Yha'r kin'er crossed 'is legs, en sed, "Youse all keeps a 
talkin' 'bout Mistah Fox. Mr. Fox is my riden-hoss in wed wedder." 
En de gerls didn't bleeb him ; so w'en Mistah Fox comes de next day, deys 
tole 'im 'bout hit, en w'at Mistah Yhar'd done sed; so 'e goes back ter se' 
Mistah Yhares en git arter 'im 'bout hit; so den Mistah Fox tried ter make 
'im b'leev 'e tho't dat de gerls 'us a makin' fun ub 'im, en sed to Mistah 
Yhar', "Come, let's go down ar chew-morrow en probve hit den." So 
Mistah Yhar' sezs "All rite." En w'en de next mo'nin' come, Mistah Yhar' 
tole Mistah Fox that 'e wuz sic' en coodn't walk der; so den Mistah Fox sed 
'e tole 'im, en Mistah Yhar' sed, "All rite," but 'e must hab a saddle fer to 
'hole hi'se'f on by, a .switch fer to steddy 'is han', en a brine bridle; so 
Mistah Fox sed 'e'd git all ub dem den, but 'e hab chew git off w'en dey 
was nearh dar. En Mistah Yhar' said, "All rite!" en whilst Mistah Fox 
wuz a giten dezes thinks, Mr. Yhar' 'uz screden a pa'r spers 'bout 'is pussin; 
en w'en Mistah Fox come, 'e gits on en way dey goes. Dreckly Mistah 
Fox sez, "What youse doin', Brer Yhar'?" — "I dis ez fixen my foot in de 
srerip, Brer Fox." Presen'ly Mistah Fox sez, "W'at's youse doin', Brer 
Yhar'?" — "Nufin' but turnin' my pance-leg down," — en all de time 'e 
wuz a puttin' on de spers. Presen'ly dey got neah chew de howooze; en 
Mistah Fox sezs, "Git down!" en Mistah Yhar' sezs, "Oh, pleaz' take me a 
little bit farder. I's so monstru's weak I can't git 'long." So den Mistah 
Fox went on twill he got neahly chew de house; den Mistah Fox sed, " Now git 
down." En did dat Mistah Yhar' 'e slapped dem spers inter 'im, en came 
plump down on 'im wid dat switch, en made Mistah Fox go a flyin' down de 

1 See note 2, p. 251. 
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road, rite pass de gerls; den Mistah Yhar' holler'd out, "See, ladies, I don' 
tole use dat Mistah Fox wuz my riden-hoss." En de gerls larf twill dey 
putty nigh cried, en Mistah Yhar 'e jumped rite off at de doer; en Mistah 
Fox was do 'suited en mity cut up like dat, 'e des kept rite on down de road 
to de wood, en waited twill Mistah Yhar' come 'long; en arter Mistah Yhar' 
sit en talk wid de gerls, 'e went on down de road; 'e knewed what's comin', 
en Mistah Fox comes out en grabs Mistah Yhar' en zes 'e's gwinter kill 'im. 
Mistah Yhar' sez, "Oh, pleaz' don't kill me now, Brer Fox, en I'll show 
use war's some nice swate honey is." Den Mistah Fox thinks 'e'll find 
out whar's de honey fust, so Mistah Yhar' takes 'im to de bee-tree, en tells 
'im to put 'is head in chew de hollar en des he'p hisse'f; en whilst Mistah 
Fox wuz tryin' chew eat de honey, de bee stung 'im so, twill 'is head dun 
'menced chew swell so dat 'e coodn't git it outer de hollar, so 'e den tole 
Mistah Yhar' to pleaz' chew go arter de Docto; en Mistah Yhar' wen' off 
down chew de branch en rolled en skipped en jumped, en rolled en skipped 
en jumped, en rolled en skipped en jumped, en den come back en tole Mistah 
Fox dat de Docto sed dat 'e coodn't come, en sed de Docto sed, "Whar 
hans can't go, heads no bizness." Den Mistah Fox 'menced to beg Mistah 
Yhar' ter pleaz go back arter de Docto'; en Mistah Yhar' sed, "I yeads a 
pack of houns." So den Mistah Fox jucked 'is head outer de hollar en 
tow 'is head all up, en dat wuz de last ub 'im; en Mistah Yhar' dodn't mit 
no mudder edder. 

5. Why February hasn't Thirty Days. — In Job's time, dah 'uz thutee dazes 
enda 'e 'uz bone on de thueeaht; but 'e 'ad sich er pesteahn time, dat 'e 
gist natchilly prayed onteah de gud Lawed teah maahk 'is buahth-day outah 
de cal'dah; teah gist pleez teah anzer dis yeah um praah ub 'is'h's, Enda 
de gud Lawed anzered dat un ub 'is praahs end dah ain't nebah bin no Thu- 
teeaht ub Feb'rary sinch." (It may be well to explain that my informant 
gave the sound of ah to most of her r's.) 

Mary Walker Finley Speers. 
Earleigh Heights on Severn, 
Maryland. 



